Mavrocordato, eyes now straining spellbound through the -win-
dow. He braced himself; drew out his own card; fingered it; said
at last, "I havnt the pleasure—"
"I know you havnt," said Bridges. "I dont want it. I want two
stalls; and I proffer two guineas. Is that intelligible?"
This was an attack; and it stiffened Denbigh's wilting back-
bone like a dose of strychnine. He was not going to take that sort
of thing from any man. "Look here!" he said: "do you suppose
you can walk into a first rate west end London theatre without
an introduction merely because you have two guineas m your
pocket?"
"I walked into Westminster Abbey this morning without an
introduction. I go into the Royal Academy without an introduc-
tion to the man at the turnstile. I go into the British Museum
without an introduction. I go everywhere without an introduc-
tion except into the private houses of people who have to get
an introduction to me before they take the liberty of inviting
me. I always go into theatres without introductions; and if
any difficulty is made, I complain to the County Council and the
Lord Chamberlain."
""Well, I'll be damned!" exclaimed Denbigh, scandalized out
of all propriety.
"I fear so; but I hope not," said Gerald imperturbably. "Will
you sell me the tickets or will you not?"
"No I shant," retorted Denbigh. "Is that English?"
"No," said Gerald. "You should have said 1 wont.' "
"Good enough for you," said Denbigh: "y°u wont find much
difference in the meaning. Youll get no tickets here; and I'll
see that you dont get a stall in the west end of London until you
apologize. Go and tell that to the Lord Chamberlain or to your
Radical friends on the County Council. If you want a theatre to
do as you like in, you can build one for yourself."
"Thank you: I will," said Gerald, pocketing his money, and
walking quietly away.
Before he reached the stairs Denbigh was at his side, hatless,
friendly, beaming, irresistible.
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